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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

bord. The King and Qnccne and all arc comming downe. 

H am. In happy time. 

L o d. The Qnecne dcfircs you to vfe Tome gentle entertainment 
to 'Laertes, before you goc to play, 

Ham, Shec well inftrudls me, 

Hora. You will loofeniy Lord. 

H am. I doe not thinke fo, fince hcc went into France, I haue bin 
in continual! praffife , I fhail winne at thcods j thou would ft not 
thinke how ill all’s hecrc about my heart , but it is no matter. 

Horn. Nay good my Lord. 

H am. It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kinde of game-giuing, as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

H ora, If your mind diflike any thing, obay it. I will forcftall their 
repaire hether and fay you are not fit. 

H am. Not a whit we defie augury, there is fpeciall prouidence in 
the fall of a Sparrowc, if it be, tis not to come, if it bee not to come, 
it will be now, ifit bee not now, yet it will come, the readmes is all, 
fince no man of ought hce leaues, knowes what ift to leaue betimes, 
let bee, 

A table p rep ard, Trumpets, ‘Drums and Officers with Cujhiotts, 
King, Queene, and all the fate Foiles, Daggers , and Laertes. 

King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me, 

H am. Giuc me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong. 

But pardon’c as you are a Gentleman, this prefence knowes, 

And you muff needs haue heard, how I am punifht 
Witt) afore diftra£lion:what I haue done 
That might your nature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake I heerc prodaime was madiies. 

Waft Hamlet wronged Laertes l neucr Hamlet . 

If Hamlet from himfelfc be tane away. 

And when bee’s not himfelfc, doo’s wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet doo’s it noc,H amlet denies it. 

Who dooes it then Phis madnes. Ift be fo, 

Hamlet is of the fa&ion that is wronged. 

His madnefte is poore Hamlets enemie, 

Let my declaiming from a purpof* d euill. 

Free me fo fapre in your moll generous thoughts 

That I haue (hot roy arrowe ore the houfe ^ n( j 


Prime of Dcnmarke. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. .1 am fatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motiue in this cafe (hould (litre me mod 
To my rcuendge.but in my tearmes of honor 
I (land aloofe.and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Majfters ofknowne honor 
Ihaue a voyce and prefident of peace 
To my name vngor’ds but all that time 
I doe receiue your offerd louc 3 like loue, 

And will not wrong it. 

H am. I embrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
franckly play. 

Giue vs the foiles. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

H am. He be your fo\\c Laertes,\n mine ignorance 
Your skill fhail like a ftarre i’th darkeft night 
Stick fiery ofindeed. 

Laer, You moefce me fir, 

H am. No by this hand. 

King. Giue them the foiles young 0/?nc£e,cofio Ham . 
You know the wager, 

H am. Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layde the ods a'th weaker fide. 

King, I doc not fearc it,I haue feene you both. 

But fince he is better, we haue therefore ods. 

Laer. This is to heauy : let me fee another. 

H am. This likes me well,thefe foiles haue all a length. 
Oftr. I my good Lord. 

King, Set me the ftoopcs of wine vpon the table, 
^Hamlet giue the firft or fecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwcr of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire. 

The King fhail drinke to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the cup an Onixe fhail he throw, 

Richer then that which foure fuccefliue Kings 
fnDenmatkes Crownc haue wornc : giue me tbe cups, 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpcake, 

The trumpet to the Cannoneerc without. 

The Cannons to theheauens^he heauensto earth. 

Now 
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